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INTRODUCTION. 

Listen, O World ! to what I have to say, 

And give my fancies praise, that they may grow, 

Or give them blame, that they may " rest in peace." 

A prisoner in God's grand garden girt, 
A captive slave with stars to roof my cell. 
In dungeon bound, with heart to hear the voice 
Of the infinities that in me dwell ! 

Give me the key to burst these chains, O World ! 
Or loose thy sleuth-hounds on my fancies* track. 



mind. 

Strangely met, 
My near companions ! It is hard. 
Perchance, to travel thus for threescore years 
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And view the wondrous gifts that man receives, 
And see the now lost blessings he might have 
Were he but wise, the ills that he might lose, 
How would he say " This man indeed is blessed ! 
This man is vain in still expecting more ! " 
No creature here, ^save man, knows he will die \ 
And, for amends, God gave him, lest on earth 
His highest work were cursed with its own power, 
Hope of another life. What though it fail ! 
It gives its votaries bliss, and so 'tis well. 

SOUL. 

Whatever else is false. Thou, God, art true, 

And wilt not with a yea conceal a nay, 

Or mock us with a stone when asking bread. 

BODY. 

Methinks that I, in this brave argument. 

Have had scant courtesy. For, after all, 

I am your home, strong Heart ! great Mind ! fair Soul ! 

And, till you have another, be content. 

Although you call me clay and prison-house. 

Safely, so far, through life I've carried you ; 

And, though oft-times you look on me in scorn. 

You never yet saw in your phantasy 

Design more perfect than these lines I wear: 

The higher angels, nay the Deity, 

Is wrapt in the same form with which Tm bound. 



LIFE THOUGHTS. H 



SOUL. 

The greater thou, the greater He Who made 
Thy wondrous being great. The greater He, 
The greater honour to His handiwork. 

BODY. 

What if that nearing doleful sea of Death 

Draw out its length for twice five thousand years i 

SOUL. 

Approach it as a weary man his couch, 

Or as a troubled child its mother's arms, 

To sleep, then to awake. The interval 

May be ten thousand years: the soul that sleeps 

Would pass it as the flickering of a beam. 

Through all these history-decked centuries 

The soul of father Adam may repose. 

Then wake and feel it was but yesterday 

He walked with Eve upon earth's early morn. 

And so with us : Man may add lore to lore, 

The centuries bring forth their giant minds, 

Great monarchs rise whose realm is mortal thought. 

Upon whose advent we unwitting stand. 

And revolutions blast or bless our race. 

These mighty scenes are acted in a breath, 

If God should will that there shall be a pause 

Between our life and life's great opening day. 



HEART. 

Poor Body ! but a few more suns shall shine. 

BODY. 

Ah ! call me vile ! I know what you would add : 
A few more suns, and then will come a sun 
Will breed in your late home all loathsopieness, 
And light you into everlasting light 
If so, then let my ignorance be bliss : 
I see no first to this my earthly life ; 
To me it seems that I have lived for aye ; 
Then let me think that there will be no end, 
Till suddenly the cord of life be snapped. 

HEART. 

Within the grand old Book, where ancient thoughts 

Speak to advancing years, each year anew 

Is writ this thought, " Can man see God, and live ? " 

This, that the awe-struck patriarch then spake. 

Echoing through the vault of centuries, 

Has lit on me, and bade me answer back, 

" Can man see God, and die ? " Will God disclose 

The Hand of Highest Artist in His work. 

The Hand of Truth in every flying orb, 

The Hand of Power in everything that is. 

And not divulge the Heart that led that Hand, 

The Mind that led the Heart } Can Man behold 
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This earthly jewel of Almighty God, 

His robe embroidered with a million suns, 

Life's fountain with its spray of starry worlds, 

That strangest view 6f all, Eternal Love, 

Vast Infinite ! a ripple from whose wave 

Flows down to earth, or else a barren rock. 

And never know the source from which it sprang ? 

Can Man thus catch a glimpse of Thee, and die ? 

Just see the shadow of Thy love and power, 

And never know the Sun which cast the shade, 

That awful Presence hid by starry realms? 

Methinks it were enough for one brief span 

To view Thee in Thy vast omnipotence, 

And, gazing thus, sink in forgetfulness. 

Slain by a too great wealth of love and awe. 

MIND. 

That there or is, or that there was, a God, 

I can believe ; as, when to me appeals 

A copyright of nature, I must think 

Of him who, dead or living, speaks to me 

In voice of art. Nay, more : for in God's scene 

The living cataracts leap to living seas, 

The living cloud roars with a living voice. 

And dying Autumn breathes again in Spring. 

Then I must think that not alone He was, 

(Great Artist from whose work the painter paints) 

But that He is. To have the smallest power 
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In empty void is to have power o'er all : 

But that God ever listened to a man, 

And changed the course of one small drop of rain, 

Or added one iota to a life, 

I still must doubt ; unless He is a God 

Of favour, of caprice, of change, of chance, 

Who waits to hear the voices from the worlds, 

To see how he shall govern His vast realms. 

Omnipotent, Omniscient, Omnipresent 1 

The mind is lost in thinking of Thy power. 

Were man but cursed with little higher wit, 

Methinks his heart and mind would burst with awe 

While thinking what God is, and where His throne. 

The Indian's cry beneath his Juggernaut, 

The Moslem's call from Mahomet to God, 

The Red Man's prayer to Spirits of the Night, 

The noisy shout of millions to Joss, 

The Christian's view p{ God as love or wrath, 

Are gropings of the mind to think of God. 

SOUL. 

Are longings of the Soul to seek out God. 
Of all the blessings God has given Man, 
The honour to commune with Him is first. 
Prayer is the gulf divides all else from Man. 
Canst thou deny the blessing prayer bestows 
On palace and on cot, on life, on death ? 
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MIND. 

It Wesses as the feathers do the bird, 
And as the sleep of winter does the mole. 

THE MAN. 

My children, peace ! 
Man's difficulties are all summed in this : 
If there is God, His greatness is so great 
That Man must doubt that such strange greatness is. 
In earlier days, when this fair world did seem 
The living core to all created work, 
The gem of which the casket was the stars, 
Man could just glance at God in what he saw, 
Just hear His voice upon the angry storm, 
And feel He interceded in a cause. 
In compass of his mind God*s shadow grasp. 
But as the years roll on, and knowledge grows, 
Vaster and vaster His vast empire spreads. 
World points to world, system on system peep 
Down on Man's mind, till in despair he cries, 
" Can Spirit make, love, govern all that is } 
" God's very power has overthrown God here ! " 
And utter vagueness fills the thought of Man. 
Though what more vague than thou, O Mind of Man ! 
Yet how Mind governs matter round this world! 
Eternal God is Mind Personified ! 
And who would think that thoii, O Heart of Man I 
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Would be the living well of mighty Love ? 
Eternal God is Love Personified ! 
And who can understand that thou, O Soul !\ 
Shalt intertwine the Heart and Mind, and bear 
These in thyself to the Great Fount of both. 
Saying, "O Father ! these Thy scattered rays, [thought^ 
These wandVing earth-stained beams of love and 
I bear Thee back to glorify as erst" 
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TO ENGLAND. 

If in great Heaven my soul should long 
For Earth, my native star, 
As I for thee, thou little isle, 
Thou haven of my wearied toil, 
Thou world s heart, ever true and strong. 
Then Heaven would be no blessed strand ! 

For all is flecked with pain, afar 
From thee, my native land. • 

Though finer flowers their perfume shed. 
Where grander birds claim home, 
Though golden stars more clearly shine 
Through softer air my soul to win. 
In vain all tempting wiles are spread: 
I long to meet thy frosty air. 

To feel thy sea-shield's angry foam, 
Or hear its murmuring care. 

In dreams unprisoned fancies bear 
My exiled hopes to thee; 
My sea-girt land before me lies. 
And seems to me as paradise. 
As woods and meads and streams appear. 
When in thy violet lanes I stand, 

Unuttered bliss possesses me. 
Wrought by thy magic wand. 
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Love's fairy hour soon passes by, 
Its witching chains soon break ; 
Distance will burst each feeble guard, 
Long absence strain the strongest cord 
That circles earth with sympathy. 
Love, faith in thee^ each year expand, 

And bind with thoughts that will awake 
My English fatherland ! 

When TCiY soul's birthday sun shall shine, 
• When my last bed is laid, 

^ May that sun rise across thy soil 
And sink beside thy western isle. 
May I by village church recline; 
When, Motherland, life's light is flown, 
Beneath thy turf may I find shade 
Hush d by Atlantic's moan. 
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MY CASKET. 

I HAD a casket from God's treasury, 
Which each beholding said was wondrous fair, 
And looked, in silence wrapt, upon the work. 
I only knew that it was mine, and felt 
Rich in possession of its loveliness. * 

They said, and something in me said the sam^ 
That in my casket was a priceless gem. 
Compared to which my treasure was but dross. 
Yea, sometimes 'neath its fair-wrought prison-bars 
Would peep a brightness that was not of earth ; 
For it would make us dream of that bright chain 
That links us with that other unknown realm. 
And shines resplendent round the Father's Heart. 
How hard my little treasure strove to keep 
Its treasure safe ! But with a sigh it fled 
Into the blue Eterne, towards which so oft 
Its prison windows oped. One moment it is here 
With latent power to bless me, yea futurity ; 
Then it has fled to that grand world, of which 
The wisest, nearest, thought that man has had 
Is a wild dream. My child, I thought to show 
God's wonders to thy opening thoughtful mind : 
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Now, thou, in Heaven's nursery, know'st more 
Than the collected wisdom of the world. 
While I grope on set by a thousand doubts, 
Reach down thy baby angel hand to lead 
Thy erring father to that unknown realm. 
Where thou dost shine a beauteous gem upoi^ 
Our Father's diadem. 

My withered flower, must I believe thee gone! 
At last embrace the thought that nevermore 
Will those kind eyes behold, and those feet stand 
Upon this world thou would'st have thought so fair ! 
What has my heart of thee, my first bright gift, 
To treasure up, till I am old ? Few words, — 
Yet there is nothing that this world can give 
I value like thy two brief years. Dead, Ethel } 
Thou didst not know thatdeath ! It would seem strange 
To thee, to wake up in some stranger's room. 
Bright though it was, and with kind faces girt. 
But to awake in Heaven, and behold 
What no man has conceived aright, my babe. 
Ah, foolish thought ! methinks thou would'st feel lost 
And hast thou still the childish ways we loved? 
The few sweet sentences thou spake'st on earth? 
Sweet, trusting, looking up so thoughtfully. 
And drinking in each word we had to say, 
I seem to see thee now, my Angel child ! 
Sad peaceful eyes, and perfect little brow ! 
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Painful the thought that each day's sun that sets 
Widens the space since thou wert in these arms — 
Painful the thought that others may take up 
The place that thou didst fill. Would I could feel 
(Blessed the thought !) that each day nearer brings 
Me to the hour TU see thee once again. 
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Rushing water, flowing by, 
Free in thy servility ; 
For thou may'st roam 
Where rippling waves lap Austral's shore, 
Or at old England loudly roar 
In angry foam. 

Peaceful water, gliding by, 
Thou hast witnessed agony 
Where thou hast been : 
Rear'd on the storm-wave's Curling crest, 
Hast given at length the seaman rest 
In awful scene. 

Sparkling water, dancing by. 
Thou hast caused misery, 
And stolen life : 
Thou in thy wrath hast rear'd on high. 
And hush'd the cry of sailor-boy 
In thy fierce strife. 

Travelling water, roaming by, 
Tell me of thy history, 
Uplift thy shroud; 
Now rain, then hail, now ice or snow, 
In lake, in sea, or mountain brow, 
In flying cloud. 
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SPRING TIME. 

The lambs are playing on the mead, 

The flowers bloom again; 
My flower is sown as earthly seed, 

To rise as heavenly grain. 

She seemed too beautiful to plant 
Within the noisome earth : 

Ah, me ! the years of hungry want 
Before the future birth. 

If the poor root, placed in the sod, 
Becomes the beauteous flower, 

What will our lovely child of God 
Be in her harvest hour.^ 

Love, beauty, gentleness, and peace 
Were seed we planted here; 

Earth loses what is Heaven's increase. 
That garland garnered there. 

We buried hope, we planted love. 

We buried earthly ties; 
And love a thousandfold above 

Shall live beyond the skies. 
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Lambs will again have joyous hours, 

Flowers again will bloom ; 
But she, who laved the lambs and flowers, 

Never again will come. 
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THE DERWENT. 

The years bring on a never-ceasing change 
To hearts, to homes, to Nature's varied store; 

But thou art constant through thy winding range, 
An emblem of great Heaven's eternal shore. 

Thou hast not ceased to flow since that grand day, 
When thy first flood came rushing through the land 

Bursting the bars that would thy course delay, 
And blindly answering the strange command. 

No human eye beheld thy proud first flight,. 

No human eye shall watch thy last stream flow ; 
Thou seest man's day from morn to ending night, 

His histories fade, his empires come and go. 

Thy plaintive cry has echoed here alone ; 

No answering sound of Nature then replied, 
When thou first raised on high thy mournful tone, 

And sought within the wave thy crest to hide. 

No voice of gentle Nature we now love. 

No song of bird, e'er Nature's lyre was tuned, 
' No voice of insect, busy in the grove. 
No grove to whisper soft aeolian sound. 
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Say, didst thou view yon mountain* rear its head 
In slow-born growth ? Or with a sudden bound 

Did it leap forth with joyous tears to shed 
Thy bounteous stream upon the new-made ground ? 

Did He appear to mark thy future course, 
The Great Surveyor ? say at once * be still * ? 

Where did He regulate thy surging force, 
Materials lead by immaterial Will ? 

Thou, thou hast seen what man will never view, 
The empty void, the slowly filling plain ; 

Tlie lost creation earth primeval knew. 

Sculptured and sepulchred in mountain fane. 

Ages ere man assumed his sovereign sway 
Instinctive Nature wandered here alone ; 

To thy. clear stream, poured forth its joyous lay, 
Wild vagrant children, who our Father own. 

Ages again — the wild imperfect man. 
With savage heart, grand music out of tune, 

Lawless was lord through his allotted span. 
Thy stream his court, thy beauteous bank his throne. 

Thy shores have heard the fierce barbaric yell. 
Thy waters washed the life blood of the foe ; 

Thy trees have sighed the wild man's dying knell, 
And sought to hide from heaven the human woe. 

• Mount Wellington, Hobart Town. 
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Thy valley now is decked with peaceful homes, 
An English garb adorns thy fertile stream ; 

The wanderer to see thy far-famed beauty comes, 
And bears thee back with him, a summer dream. 

And it may be, when eras «hall have flown, 

That this our earth shall shine an isle of Heaven, 

Fair angels grace the banks that we have known, 
Whose tone3 shall blend with thine a heavenly paean. 

For, our last echo lost, thou wilt flow on, 
When good perchance shall triumph over ill, 

When all black hatred from the heart is torn. 
And, like thy stream, pure love endureth still. 
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UP IN THE nursery/ 



'Tis from the lips of children the wisest words are said, 
And, though no chronicle records, their benefits are shed 
Like rain upon the flowers, like sunshine on the com : 
The sunrise to the cheerful heart, the Gospel to the worn. 

Yet they are written in a book these words the children say ; 
The pages are the mothers' hearts, where they are stored away : 
And none so near the journey's end but can look in and find 
Some thought each starting voyager has wrapt around the mind. 

My boy, whose miles of pilgrimage are two upon life's road^ 
Was being told about the stars and of the heavenly God : 
Of how He made both earth and stars, of how He lived on high, 
When full of awe he looked, and spake, " Yes, up in nursery." 

I thought of all the little ones that gladden earth this day, 
I thought of sister angels in Heaven who lead the way, 
I thought of how an evil course is changed by childhood's glee,' 
With awe I saw the hand of God was " in the nursery." 

He may be in the cloister. He may speak from the sea. 

In anthem, or in thunder, in sunset on the lea, 

He may call from the midnight stars : but hard that heart must be 

That fails to hear the voice of God " up in the nursery." 
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MOTHER'S LOVE. 



[The Mother of the notorious bushranger, Morgan, planted a rose 
at the head and a geranium at the foot of her son's grave, and 
visited it from a distance twice a-year for ten years.] 



The outlaw was, — a murderer he, 

Who seized what honest toil had gained ; 
And in his turbid breast there reigned 

The demon of ferocity ; 

Which issued forth as some wild beast, 

Whose teeth and claws were gun and shot : 
With fiery horse he linked his lot. 

His daily crime — his daily feast 

He scattered fear through many a home; 

In life's highway he blighted life; 

He wantoned in the gory strife; 
And dared the coming day of doom. 

Outlawed in life, outlawed in death. 

In ground apart the felon lies; 

Outlawed perchance from life's great pria^e, 
Accursed he sought death's darkened path. 
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"Whose fcteps are these approach my grave 
To spurn the wretch ye all did fear ? " 
The mother plants a rose-tree there, 

And seeks it oft with tears to bathe. 

" I gave thee life, — a murderer's life ; 
And that fierce heart that was thy guest 
Once nestled on this weary breast, 

Beating with mine when hope was rife. 

Then wedded thee as mother-bride, 
With love thy life could not destroy; 
The halo of her infant boy 

Shines through dark clouds that cannot hide. 

"Those arms, that deadly work have done. 
Twined round this neck — a wedding ring; 
Sweet tones that wooed me in life's spring 

Spake dreadful thoughts ere Spring had gone." 

Yet through the demon of foul deeds 
The Mother sees the angel-child; 
And while men hate the murderer wild, 

For her lost babe she wears the weeds. 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF POETRY. 

They say beneath thy witching smile 
Lies hid the frown of dark Despair, 

And point to where Death's gathered spoil 
Is decked with thy young lovers fair. 

Yet might I hear one sigh from thee 
To live for aye within my heart, 

It well were worth the agony 
That lies concealed within thy dart. 

O give my fancies wings to raise 
One song to stamp me for thy own, 

One swan-like note to swell thy praise, 
And linger on when I have gone. 

Let others rave of golden hair. 
And nectar quaff from souUit eyes: 

One whisper from my Goddess fair 
Is worth the wreath of Beauty's prize. 

When doleful hours enwrap the soul 
And joy lies buried in remorse, 

Despair begins hope's dirge to knoll 
And grasps the heart's cords in its force. 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF POETRY. 



Thee, Goddess, then, with heavenly ray 

In ecstasy I feel alight ; 
The brightness from thy roseate way 

Hurls back the darkening clouds of night. 

Thou callest me to follow thee 
Away, away, I know not where, — 

Across the realms of minstrelsy. 
To heaven's bliss or hell's despair. 

With thee I'll fly, my fairie bride. 
Through woodland mead and moonlit dell ; 

Then dive where merry mermaids hide, 
And seek alone the mountain rill. 

Away, away to rippling lake. 

Then dancing with the merry stream. 

To where deep tones of ocean wake 
Sublimer thoughts in Fancy's dream. 

We'll hear the grand cantata sung 

From yon rainbow, our trysting place; 

The treble shall by birds be rung. 
Old Ocean thunder out the base. 

Beneath our fancies' fairie arch, 

Round whose fair walls the flowers entwine, 
We'll view the world in stately march, 

Through rain of tears or bright sunshine. 
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I saw thee first where lashing waves 
With lion's bound leapt on the shore, 

To cast the wealth of hidden caves 
As Neptune's gift to boyhood's hour. 

I'll woo thee where wild flowers spread 
Their glories forth for heaven alone, 

Betrothe with ring, whose crystals shed 
The splendours of the starry zone. 

And I would wed thee where the spire 
Of Nature's Minster mounts to heaven, 

Whose aisles' grand diapason choir 
Resound the universal paean. 
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TO CHATTERTON. 

Poor Boy! across the intervening years 

My soul pours forth for thee a brother's tears. 

The curtains of a hundred years arise, [rich prize 

Whose stage should have been decked with the 

Of thy full-sounding lyre, and thee disclose 

In that fierce act that hushed thy song — thy woes. 

Shame on thee, world ! shame on thee, land I love ! 
The tuneful robins thy compassion move; 
The nightingale, that warbles in thy grove, 
The lark, that sings of thee to heaven above, 
Have food enow, but he, thy youthful bard — 
Anguish for pay, starvation for reward! 

He, blighted robin, knew the bitter blast 
Of bleak despair, and saw the world*s mad feast 
Through ice-bound windows, from which never came 
The crumbs to bid him think this world a home; 
And yet there dwelt within that bleeding breast 
Unuttered thoughts, which, uttered, had increased 
True \o\^ for home, for England, and our world : 
/ The inner home WTapt by the outer fold. 




He, stricken nightingale, had tuned his lyre 
To sing of all-pervading love, whose fire 
Cheers e'en the saddest heart along life's path 
To where on the last milestone is written — Death. 

And he, aspiring lark, in heavenward notes. 
Struck the immortal theme : their cadence floats 
In one wild song from careless man to God. 
Then, armed with fell Despair's most cruel rod. 
He burst the cords that had been given to bless, 
And joined, unbid, the heavenly harmonies. 

Lost voice — lost song ! No other bard may sing 
The part the Great Musician gave to thee: 
Great Time, that passes by on rapid wing, 
• Shall miss for aye one note of melody. 



W. Fletcher, Printer, Liverpool-street, Hobart Town. 
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